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iv The PRE FACE. 


mote the Independency of the Prieſthood. Ruin muſt ſoon overtabe that 
Nation which is careleſs of its Eternal Weal ; and what Part of th Body- 
Politie contributes more to the Preferyation of Government than this 

honourable, tho neglected Society? Take, then, theip Caſe into your 
ſerious Conſideration, and cohtrive ſome Method to ſilenẽe thoſe Com- 
plaints which cry aloud for Redreſs. I am not pleading my own Cauſe 
for I am no Clergyman, am ally'd.to but One, and that diſtantly z nor 
does the Author (had he even the moſt unexceptionable Pretenſions to 
the Office) ever intend to ſolicit an Ordination; neither has he the leaſt 
Favour to aſk from the very Frimate down to the meaneſt Curate; his 
Sentiments, therefore, on the preſent Occaſion, are purely for the general 


Good of Mankind. 


It may be conjectured, perhaps, from ſome ſatirical Strokes in the 
enſuing Poem, that it is meant as a Satire on the Profeſſion; but the 
Reader will plainly ſce that the Motive is in a great meaſure: Perſonal ; 
for a bad Man, in whatever Occupation of Life, is to me an Object ot the 
higheſt Contempt ; and, as I haveobſerved above, the Faults of Farticulars 
can be no Blemiſh to the Whole. In ſhort, ſhould any ſingle worthy Indi- 
vidual reap the leaſt Benefit from this Publication, the Author's End will 
be fully obtained; and if any One takes the leaſt Offence at what he may 
hereafter read, he 1s quite welcome to, the Cap. EL 712 


For the Performance itſelf, a diſcerning Reader will plainly perceive. 
many Faults in it, tho' ſketch'd in ſo narrow a Compaſs, it 4 
Production of impetuous Genius; everinore too impatient to correct. 
the Sallies of precipitate Compoſition, and whoſe Time is too much im- 
merſed in various Scenes to ſpare an uninterupted Leiſure for laborious 
. 9 er Pleas no-way ſatisfactory to the Public, I grant, in ex- 
cuſe for Literary Faults, but they are Pleas founded on Truth; and; 
notwithſtanding ſome Critics expect to ſee little leſs than Perfection in 


the Works of others, I ſhall be very glad when they ſhall furniſh. Us, 
with Inſtances of it in their own. 
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Onſidering of what vaſt Importance our Clergy are to the Com- 

.. munity, as well in a Temporal as a Spiritual Senſe, it is much 

to be lamented to ſee how little they are reſpected as a Body of 

Men, and how ſcandalouſly and ſlenderly many of them are ſupported 
as the Miniſters of God. To trace this Evil to its Source can be no 
pleaſing Taſk to any true Lover of his Country, or I would here at- 
tempt it; for expoſing the Diſſoluteneſs of the impious Many, ſerves 
only to raiſe the Bluſhes of the worthy Few, which to a Man of the 
leaſt refin'd Senſibility is painful and disguſting. That there is ſcarce a 
Member of any Trade or Profeiſion but enjoys a more comfortable Sub- 
ſiſtence than the greater Part of the Preachers of the Goſpel, 1s a Truth 
too evident to be denied; and that the Clergy (abſtracted of their Uſe- 
fulneſs to the Learned World) are more deferving of Independency than 
the Laity, all, I preſume, who have any intimate Connections with 
them, will readily confeſs. But, alas! a fingle Inftance of Miſconduct 
among a ſmall Part of the ſacred Order, is conſidered as Treaſon in the 
whole Body; as if in the very Moment when a Man commenced Prieſt, 
he was no longer Man ; but that in changing his Layhood (if I may be 


allow'd the Expreſſion) he had alſo changed his Nature. Ridiculous 
and Uncharitable ! 


Hence, a Kidgel, with ſome Men, is a ſufficient Plea to traduce the 
whole Fraternity ; and that there are a few others who are a Diſgrace to 
the Function, ſorry I am that Truth obliges me to own ; but is the 


whole Eccleſiaſtical Body to be eternally cenſured and reflected upon, be- 


cauſe a Few have proſtituted the Inſtitution of their Order? With as 
little Reaſon is the Integrity of the worthy Eleven to be reproached for 
the Treachery of the baſe Judas. No wonder that Religion grows every 
Day more contemptible, when her Miniſters grow leſs reſpected; and 
the Fault is neither in the Church or the Clergy, but in our abandoned 
Profligacy and Want of a proper Degree of Diſcernment. You, there- 
fore, of the Laity, ennobled with Rank, and bleſs'd with Fortune, it 
is your Duty, as it is your Intereſt, to defend the Reputation, and pro- 
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Freſh Evils riſe, my Fate to mourn! n 


No Dungeon Slave, no Porter mean. 
No Carman baſe, no Pimp obſcene e, 3 ] 15 e 
No Felon whom his Conſcience ſcares, SE: 


No Miniſter with all his Cares, ; 
No Debtor by a Bailift chas'd, 14 
No Biſhop flurr'd, no Lord diſgrac d, 


No Lover from his Miſtreſs torn, 
No reigning Toaſt o' er- look d with Scorn, 1 
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No Miſer robb'd of all his Wealth, 
No Debauchee diſclaim'd by Health, 

No Author damn'd by Critic Fools, 

No Critic cenſur d by the Schools, 

No Huſband rack'd with jealous Rage, 
No Bride accurs'd with wedded Age, 

No worthy Prieſt at Levee Doors 

Whole Hours detain'd, while vagrant Whores 
Before him e'er Admittance have ; 

(Bleſt Fav'rites of his Lordſhip's Slave!) 

No hutF'd Dependent for his Bread; 


In Manners nice, tho' coarſely fed. 

ME ay 
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No diſappointed Courtier proud, Wes Ny, 
No Bzvprorr hiſs'd at by the Croud;; 


In brief, no Wretch, of Wretches great, 
Or in a high, or low Eſtate, 
Whom Strangers ſhun, whom Friends decry, 
Is half fo plagu'd, ſo curs'd as I! 

Up with the Lark begin my Cares, 


Aſſwag d but by my daily Prayers! 
Finiſh'd with God the Taſk we owe, 
My Labour next demands the Plough ; 


For 


TY 
For flender Curacies like Mine, 
Scarce furniſh Bread and Cheeſe to dine! 
How ſhou'd I then, (by Heav'n decreed) 
Five helpleſs Babies daily feed? 
Who rive my Heart for many a Want, 
Which the ſtern Vicar ſcorns to grant : 
A fickly Wife too, how maintain, 
When Thirty Pounds 1s all my Gain ? 
Theſe Limbs, for Labour never meant, 
In menial Labour muſt be ſpent ; 
That Learning, which e'en Foes commend, 
Ne'er purchas'd yet one zealous Friend | 
Thoſe Sermons too by Biſhops prais'd, 
One ſolid Guinea have not rais'd | 


Nor aught avails the pleaſing Name 
Of worthy Curate, free from Blame, 


When ſervile Toil my Genius cramps, 
And Penury my Spirits damps; 

When haughty Rectors ſpurn my Tears, 
And leave me to my Plough and Pray'rs | 
Unus'd to ruſtic Manners mean, 


The fairy d Tale, the Jeſt obſcene, 
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| ne The TER Scandal fram'd for Sport, 
=”. (Leſs vile than what is heard at Court) 
2 The Converſe rude of Booby Wit, 
While Dulneſs roars with Laughter ſplit; 
Unus'd to ſuch Amuſements low, | 
I drop a Tear, and urge the Plough: [+199 "SHE 4 


F 
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Burns now the Sun with torrid Heat, 
And from my Temples pours the Sweat; 
Full on my Head he darts his Rays, 
Gairiſh with his Creator's Pratte | 
With Leo's Pow'r he rules the Skies; 
E'en Norway's Froſt before him flies l 
While Hinds laborious panting. groan,, 
Oporeſs'd with Hardſhips like my own. 

- Along the lloping Field T toil, 

Without a Drudge to eaſe the while; * 
No Drink but what yon Rill beſtows,. 
No Friend to ſoothe or chear my Woes, 
No neighb'ring Grove extends its Shade, 
For Converſe or for Shelter made, 

But various Ills ſurround my Life, 

With Cares at Home, Abroad with Strife ; 


For 


Fa 
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For hark !----From yon deriding Croud, 


Inceſſant thronging Bath's gay Road, 
Provoking Coxcombs (halting) prate, | 
Inſult my Languors, mock my Fate, 


Treat my Diſtreſs with Problems pert, | 
And ſmoke the Parſon in his Shirt. A 
Earn'd hard my Bread, homeward I bend, RE 0 
Where Want expects its only Friend; 
Forth run my Babes to meet their Sire, 
Who welcome not, but Bread require 
Around me each his Hunger tells 
In liſping Phraſe, and doleful Vells. 
. See too in Garb of various Hue, 
Black, Yellow, Scarlet, Green, and Blue, 
My ſun-burnt Heir in Rags appears; 
Bugugh o melt a Fiend in Tears: 
© Unconſdligyis 
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us of tir antient Line, | | -Þ 
(By Wealth no longer made. divine) 
To Paſſengers my Children pray, 


Who Curſes give, and hoot away. 
A ſickly Wife next greets my Eyes, 
And ſhocks my Soul with plaintive Cries, 
EET] | + Diſeaſe 
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Diſeaſe her Limbs aſſiduous racks, 


With Gout's ſevere, and ſharp Attacks; 
Conſumption too works on apace, | 


With Famine ſtaring. in her Face. 

Within my Cot, O Death to think! 
'The Cupboard's bare, and ſtale my Drink ! 
Coarſe Prog at beſt, with nauſcous Beer, 
Is all my Feaſt, is all my Fare! 

But oh! what Furniture preſents 


My Stranger Gueſts |------Read the Contents---- 


Five Chairs my Parlour ſmall adorn, 
Of Farmer Carpenter the Scorn ; 

Lo, here a Table tott'ring ſtands, 

A Baſon there to waſh our Hands; 
Three- earthen Mugs, yet neither whole, 
Yon Window grace; and eke a Bowl, 
Of Value once, when WILLIAM's Sword 
Rebellion cruſh'd, and Peace reſtor'd. 
That Corner boaſts a Hamper's Care, 
On which is plac'd, with drooping Air, 
An old Deal Box without a Lock, 
That keeps my Gown, and Sunday Frock ; 


Hard 


"Fx | 


Hard-by an oaken Deſk appears, 

A very Rarity in Years | 

Whoſe under Cavities contain 

Coarſe Woollen Stuffs, and Linen plain; 
Above in mingled Fragments lie 

Briefs, Sermons, Books, and Poetry. 

A neighb'ring Corner Diſhes grace, 
With one ſmall Glaſs to view my Face, 
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While ſocial Robins round me fly, 
And not a Print to catch the Eye. 
Each other Room with this agrees, 
Fill'd moſt with Rags, Joint-Stools, and Fleas | 
O ſay, ye Prieſts, of high Degree, 
Is this fit Furniture for Me? 


What, io Three Hundred Pounds a Year 
Tun 2a lh gives our Rector clear; 


„What tho' Two wealthy Livings more 
His Name induc, to ſwell his Store, 
Vet I in Penury obſcure, 


i 


An ignominious Lite endure, 
While in Eclat he ſhines in Town, 
And thrives on Labours not his own. 


| I 2 


To crave Addition to my Hire, 2850 kin Na- 

Provokes Abuſe, and kindles Ire. | 
O Slave. (he cries) thou Caitiff mean, 
Why Fifty clear contents a Dean! 
Take heed, and thy Behaviour mend, 
Nor riſque the Favours of thy Friend; 
© A Dearth of Clergy ne'cr was known, 
© Witneſs the Country o'er. and Town. 
© How durſt thou then tell Me thy Wants ? 
© What Biſhop now a Living grants? 
© Beggars themſelves, to Court they fly, 
* The Court ſhares Snacks------or Prelates lye------ 
© On that damn'd Subject then, no more; 
Religion's cheap and There's the Door.“ 

Too much of Truth herein he ſpeaks; 
Our Number ſtill our Grievance makes. 
But thou vile Prieſt, dard I proclam 
Thy impious Life, thy worthleſs F . 
A Scandal on the Cloth twou'd throw ; i 
Already ſcorn'd by evry Fo. 1 
: But well I ſee the Cauſe moſt baſe, 
(Of thy Profeſſion the Diſgrace) 
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L 15 ] 
Why Gifts are hateful. in thine Eyes, 
In ſpite of Blood-Maternal Ties; 
Routs, Houſes, Equipage, and Play, 
Defraud a needy Paſtor's Pay 
Luxurious Feaſts, and Servants too 


Muſt be maintain'd ; tho' Curates rue 
The ſinful Follies of the Times, 
And curſe their Vicar's modiſh Crimes. 
O ſhameful Laws! not Chriſtian ſure, 
To glut the Rich, and ſtarve the Poor ! 
Which ſtill befriend the lucky Few, 
And give to Int'reſt, Merit's Due. 
Religion is with Him a Plea . 
For all he aims at-----is- a SEE, _ 
And ſhall the Mitre prove bis K 


Who hath both Creed and God forgot? 
Reclaim him firſt, ye Pow' rs above, 


And ſhew youg Church a Father's Love. 
Scarce One the Golden Rule obſerves, 
And who the Primate's Charge deſerves pe 
HERRINGS are rare; and 'tis the Mode, 


To worſhip Mammon more than God; 
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While **** confirms this Satire true, 
Sans-Livings make Sans-Prieſthood too. 
Pluralitics the very Name | 
Is Heathen Root, and big with Shame; 
In Britain where the Goſpel ſhines, 
Shou'd Plutus Prieſts ſtarve God's Divines ? 
Ye Rulers of the ſacred Charge, 
The drudging Curate's Pay enlarge, 
Or vile Pluralities renounce, + _— 10 
Soft Cuſhions for each lazy Dufte 
And, You, who Canon Laws compoſe, 
To Satan's Empire watchful Foes, 
Loath'd Reſidence with ſtric& Command, 


Enjoin each Recor thro' the Land; 
Then Faith will thrive, and Virtue 1mile, 


Beſt Ornaments that grace our Iſle. 
God is my Witneſs, I delight 

In Pariſh Duties Day or Night ; 

Fond to compoſe a Village Strife, 

Inſtruct their Sons, and poliſh Life; 

A little Flock, but good in Kind, 

More rude in Breeding than in Mind; 


Fo * . 
7 
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Too 


Fay. 


Too low to feel Ambition's Flame, 

Too innocent to know a Shame; 

Beneath Deceit, above a Lie, 

For Scorn too mean, for Fraud too high. 
Me, Brother ſome ; ſome, | Father call; 

A gen'rous Prieſt may profit all. 

Een Lawyer's Fees I often fave, . | 

And Doctor's Bills they ſeldom have; 


Deeply Faith's Tenets I imbibe, 


And Virtue urge to all the T ribe; 
While Age commende my pious Zeal, 
And Youth confirms the Bliſs I feel, 
The Shadow-Bliſs, in ſpite | of Cares 
Domeſtic, and Ejectiment's Fears. 


N O P eaſant whn implores a Kid, 
In vain implores; altho unpaid 


The Curate goes; no Pay he aſks! 

The Taſk of Love's the beſt of Taſks. 

When yon lone Bell my Pray'rs requires, 

Faith fills my Soul with hallow'd Fires; 

Pleas'd I aſcend the' Deſk divine, 

While Kings beſt Joys might envy Mine. 
Diſtinct 


oe 5 8 * 9 16 2 

4 Diſtina I pray with - earneſt 6 wo! 
ang what myſelf do feel”; | 

With Emphaſis diſcreetly plain, 8 (445 

Pronounce each wiſe, each ſacred Strain; 3 

While on Devotion's- Wings 1 wy. 5 

And view the Kingdom I adore ; "OE RIS (46 

Taſte the pure Bliſs to Angels a 5 In - 3 a 

And Heav'n that Inſtant make my own. e | 

When too before an Audience * 5 8 

To Few in Preaching Il ſubmit; 

For know, an Earl, once deign'd. to Praiſe, 

Which did my Hopes a little raiſe ; ; . 5 

But ne'er thought ſince of one Preferment, e 

In ſpite of all his kind Diſcernment. 88 

A Wit too heard this Man of Gt ß 

And ſwore he rivall'd even Dodd f, 2 EE 

Aſſur' d ſome Biſhops of the Truth, 

(For what won't Wit when join d with Youth 9 

The Biſhops ſtar'd. like - worthy Lords, 

But Truth is deaf at London Boards. 


+ The Rev. Ms; William Dodd, Chaplain to the Megdalen Hoſpital. 
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om Hors nies what Joy J ,; in) Wh 

Sole Panacean Balm of Woel l 
Pray'r too her Conſolation gives. 
While Conſcious Self unblemiſh'd lives. cy 
But when vile ſervile Taſks demand 
My precious Life, and conſtant Hand, 
Which were for nobler Ends deſign'd, 
Than ploughing with the Horſe and Hind ; 
When I behold my ragged Boys, EY 
Co-heirs with Kings, without their Joys; 

When I furvey my homely Cot, 

Scarce meriting the baſeſt Sot; 

When I muſt herd with ſtupid Drones, 

Or hear a Wife's expiring Groans ; 

While on a Sofa ſtretch'd at Eaſe 

A Reclor proud, whom None can pleaſe ; 

* Whole Years away in Dulneſs dreams, 1 

Or ſpends his Life in feſtive Schemes; 

Who, blind to all my Wants and Cares, 

And deaf to my Complaints and Pray'rs, 

Rejects my Suits with flouting Rage, | 

And frowns Diſmiſſion to his Page : 
When this I ſee, when this I bear, 
And from a Wretch I ſcorn to fear, 7 
Who, who can feel the galling Chan. 
Nor ſpurn Exiſtence with Diſdain? 
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*Tis Cowardice to bear my Fate 511 
Without Reſentment, or my Hate; G 
I cannot-----will not bear it more 
God's greateſt Curſe is to be Poor. 

Hence then baſe Cares, ill-fit ye Me, 

Tho' rank'd in Life of low Degree; 

Heav'n ne'er deſignd me for a Slave, 

Or fawning Prieſt, or pimping Knave ; 

Hence then, and haughty Vicars tell, 

One ſcorns to live, who can't live well. 


Thus ray'd our Curate at his Lot, 
His Patience loſt, his Hope forgot 
When, quick as Light, an Angel Form 
Before him ſtood, and gravely warm 
Theſe Words pronounc'd Stay, Madman ſlay, 
Thy Frenzy wou'd thy Virtue lay. | 
Be dumb----and liſten to my Voice, 

Nor longer murmur, but rejoice. 

Fam'd for Diſtreſs, ' unmatch'd in Woes, 
By Friends deny'd, traduc'd by Foes, 
Compell'd the Country round to roam, 
A Labourer without a Home; 

In Garb moſt mean, in Toil a Slave, 
Obſcure in Birth, yet Great to fave, 


Thy 


[ ts } 

Thy Maſter's Life afflictive ſhines; = 
Example pure for all Divines. 

Say, Murmurer ! what mighty Pain 
Beyond thy Lord's, doſt thou fuſtain ? 
Lack e'er thy Babes a wholſome Meal? 
Flows Comfort not from yon rich Vale? 
What, tho' no Dainties deck thy Board, 
No not theſe Trees their Fruits afford ? 
Thy Garden hath its Sallads too, 

With Vegetables not a few. 

About thy Barn, in Flocks convene 
The feather'd Race, a chearful Scene! 
Smiles not thy Glebe with Wheaten Grain ? 
And whoſe that Cow on yonder Plain ? 
Before thy Door, do not theſe Lambs 
Thee Maſter call ? and all their Dams ? 
Content thy Creatures round thee live ; 
Thou only muſt lament and prieve, 

To drudge in Occupations mean, 
Thou treat'ſt with arrogant Diſdain : 
Know, ſervile Toils deſpis'd by You, 
Worth ſanctifies, and credits too; 

As Vice's higheſt Poſts debaſe, 

So Virtue does the loweſt grace. 

© Scorn'd thy Redeemer once his Trade? 
Earn'd not he thence his daily Bread ? 


Thy 


Ew] 
Thy Pride, thy Pride augments thy Cares, 
Enflames with Rage, and fills. with Fears; 
Weigh well thoſe Comforts now poſſeſs d, 
Than Thouſands art not thou more bleſs'd ? 
Why then complain of . Woes ſevere? 
A real Want is real Care! >. 
3 tho' no Plenty falls thy Dome, 
Content ſhou'd jubilate. thy Home. 
Certain it is, Diſeaſe aſſails 
Thy much-lov'd Wife with various A 
Put art not Thou from Sickneſs. free? | 
And droops a Child to ſhock e'en Thee? 
'Tis known thou haſt a gentle Mind, 
In Manners pure, in Senſe 'refin'd ; 
Heroic Virtues ſtore thy Heart, 
Adorn thy Life, and Love impart. 
Yet, with theſe Qualities poſleſt, 
That Demon Pride corrodes thy Breaſt; 
World-working Pride! from Folly ſprung, 
The hateful Vice of Old and Young. - - 
Man's Happineſs in Three Things lies, 
(Thus rightly Preach the Good and Wiſe) 
Regard not then nor Pomp nor Wealth, 
The Three are, Frzepom, . Gracs, and HraLTu; z 
And Theſe are Thine.------Ceafe then to mourn, 
Nor heed the World: with all its Scorn. | 23% Kt 90 
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If Gop approves, thou art moſt bleſt ; 
Misfortune is of Worth the Teſt. 
The Wretch from ev'ry Evil free, 
Is wretched in the worſt Degree! 
While Chriſt with Trials daily gricv'd, 
Proud Caipbas in Splendor liv'd. 
Abates not that thy Boyiſh Tears ? 
For Univerſal were his Cares! 
Secks Man a Recompenſe below, 
For Works which from his Virtue flow ? 
Egregious Dunce | Doth {ſweet Reward 
For Service juſt, and Labours hard, 
The Servant crown while yet 'tis Day ?. 
Till done his Taſk, receives he Pay? 
Whom God affliteth, Him loves God; 
And wilt thou deprecate the Rod ? 
Vile Baſtardiſm doft thou prefer? 
Nor heed'ſt what Glory can confer ? 
From the ſame Hand ſtill welcome Woe, 
Which Food and Raiment doth beſtow. 
Oppreſſion from thy Rector's Hate, 
Repays his Father's hapleſs Fate, 
Who groan'd with many a cruel Smart, 
Beneath thy Grandfire's tyrant Heart; 
Like thine, unpity'd, were his Woes, 
Nor ought of this thy Vicar knows; 
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Thy much-lov'd Wife wth various Ale: 15105825 


3 Vet, with theſe Qualities, poſſeſt, 


Nor heed the World with- all its Scorn. 23 The 58 1 
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m, Wo thy Pride augments thy Cares, 1 5 Ar — wit 
_ Enflames with Rage, and fills. with Feat; 1 


+ +: * 8 4 —— 
- 


_ Weigh well thoſe Comfort nom 1 poor od 


Why then complain) of Woes, dere dot] © £1 109k nl 
And tho no Plenty al thy. "Roca en ods tl 


Content ſhou'd jubilate thy Home. 
Certain it is, Diſeaſe aſſails 


But art not Thou from Sickneſs free? 77; 
And droops a Child to ſhock een Then 7 F 


Tis known thou haſt a gentle Mind, | 
In Manners pure, in Senſe reſin hos ir 
c Heroic Virtues ſtore thy Heart, e. 5 
Adorn thy Life, and Love impatt- ; 17 


That Demon Pride cotrodes thy Breaſt; 


World- working Pride! from Folly ſprung, De ee 
The hateful Vice of Old and Young... „ Rien von 


Man's Happineſs in Three Things lies, 


(Thus rightly Preach the Good and Wiſe) 


Regard not then nor Pomp nor Wealth, | 
The Three are, FrxzzDOM, Gnacx, and Hzalrk; £17705 4 
And Theſe are Thine. . Ceaſe then to mourn, 


LL 1 fwd — foro 


[ ax. } 


If Gop approves, thou art moſt bleſt ; 

Misfortune is of Worth the Teſt. 

The Wretch from ev'ry Evil free, 

Is wretched in the worſt Degree | 

While Chriſt with Trials daily griev'd, 

Proud Carphas in Splendor liv'd. 

Abates not that thy Boyiſh Tears? 

For Univerſal were his Cares | 

Seeks Man a Recompenſe below, 

For Works which from his Virtue flow ? 

Egregious Dunce | Doth ſweet Reward 

For Service juſt, and Labours hard, 

The Servant crown while yet 'tis Day? 

Till done his Taſk, receives he Pay ? 

Whom God affliteth, Him loves God ; 

And wilt thou deprecate the Rod? 

Vile Baſtardiſm doſt thou prefer? 

Nor heed'ſt what Glory can confer ? 

From the ſame Hand ſtill welcome Woe, 

Which Food and Raiment doth beſtow. 
Oppreſſion from thy Reaor's Hate, 

Repays his Father's hapleſs Fate, 

Who groan'd with many a cruel Smart, 

Beneath thy Grandfire's tyrant Heart; 

Like thine, unpity'd, were his Woes, 

Nor ought of this thy Vicar knows; 

F 


Bu 


e 

But kava He (To ſpeak with e dercn 
Fulfills an equitable Lar.t. 
Mark old Fornicor's deep Diſtreſ j.. 
(And thy Creator's Juſtice bleſs) 1 15 


Who in his darling Daughter - ſees £4} ; 4 


Permiſſive Ills by wiſe Decrees. 

Fornicor once, perfidious Knave |! $ 
Seduc'd the Maid he {wore to fave ; 

A dying Parent heard the Vow, | 
And ſmil'd at Death's approaching Blow. 
Content, his Friend, had heard his Pray'r, 
And ſunk to Reſt without a Care! 

But Ruin ſoon o'ertook the Maid, 

To vile Fornicor's Lures betray'd, 
Regardleſs of her tender Youth, 

And Friendſhip's violated Truth. 

Her Foundling Son, a Footman late, 1 
(Unconſcious of his Mother's State} _. +: ;: 
Enjoys Fornicor's Daughter's Charms, 
And riots in her blooming Arms. 


See Vice e en here its Wages have; 40 
Sure Pledge of worſe beyond the ment. . 
Henceſorth thy Maker's 5 808 :xeverey': 56 FN n 


14180 fl 1911900 L 
But mind thy Pray” rs, and ſpeed thy. icke 2211.1 
And leave to Gop thy Fate below. 110 


10 7 


Thus 
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[ 23 ] 


Thus ſpoke the Meſſenger of Light, 
And vaniſh'd from the Curate's Sight. 


Amaz'd, abaſh'd; O:Wretch ! he cries, - | 


(While on the Earth he bent his - Eyes) 
What Puniſhment deſerv'ſt thou not? 

Out from thy Book my Folly hlot, 
Offended Gop | Nor write my Soul 

On frantic Suicides black Scroll. 

All Mercy is, O Father! Thine 

But Shame, Rebuke, and Guilt are Mine! 
Henceforth, Diſtreſs 1 will revere, 

And IIls 1 cannot conquer, bear. 


No more ſhall Satan tempt with. Ire, 
Or fill my Breaſt with; vain deſire, 


But honour Stripes that make us wiſe. 

Too much hath Folly touch'd my Brain, 
Caught from the Fools I ſhou'd diſdain ; 
Like other Murm' rers, harping ſtill x 
On that old Grief, and this new III! 
While ev'ry Bleſſing is forgot, 

Tho' Bleſſings croud beyond our Lot. 
And when its Trials Heav'n ordains, 
O how we number all our Pains ! 
And with an Emphaſis ſublime, 


Heap Woe on Woc, and Crime on Crime. 


Ye 


(4) 
Ve happy Sons "like Me in. Care, TS it 
(For Care's a Bleſſing,” when Deſpat ir- up LAX 
Pales not her Cheek} Abr clouds: Mb pro R 
But ſmiles Reſignment thro: her Woe) o = 
Ye happy Sons | for Virtue's Hake, 1 BEA 1 
From My Tranſgreſſion, Warning tak ej 
Thirſt not for Wealth, Religion's Bane, 
Nor Honour ſeek in Honour vain; 
A ſcoming World repay with Scorn, ') ,. \.:;. . .. 
And Penury with Worth :adorn, Lo es 2 
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Nor hang the Head with Shame dppreſs d. 
Becauſe in Life thou art diſtreſs ;. - 


But ſtill on Gop . obedient Wien % liam iow of! 

And leave to Him thy Cares and State. E. 1520 

For Cer rever d ſhou'd' be His Will, 85 5 137% 

Who can both Soul and Body kill. 2201450 1 onol! 20 
Rind vin bil 115 rn rtr OG 4 
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